Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
He had need of this energy, for Austria had risen from
her ashes, had broken the pact, turned on him again,
and was driving with two hundred and twenty thousand
men into the heart of his ally Bavaria.
As the hours passed and he finished his preparations,
he grew rather serene about it. "I leave my best troops
with Joseph," he wrote Berthier, almost gaily, "and start
for Vienna with my little conscripts, my name, and my
long boots."
And almost before Berthier received it and his foes knew
it, he was near the Danube again, confronting with half
their number the quarter-million of the whitecoats. His
line was dangerously extended, with an unavoidable gap
in the center. Trying to close it before the Austrians
broke through, he held them off, meantime sending des-
perate despatches to Davoust, eight leagues away, to
Massena, twelve, "Come at once and on the dot!" Care-
fully he calculated the time it would take them to march
over the plain; then when that time was up, before he
could see the dust of their marching columns, he struck;
and Massena and Davoust, coming up on the run and
on schedule, hit them laterally as he broke the center;
and the battle was over.
But there were more battles. At Ratisbon, a few days
later, he was wounded. His marshals begged him to re-
tire. Said he: "What can I do? I must see how things
get on." No convalescence, no rest, no sleep—and more
battles; and he was on the Danube to finish the campaign
with one great stroke. Only half of his army had crossed
when the floods came down, sweeping away his bridges.
In the face of flood and foe, he rebuilt those bridges and
once more beat off the Austrians. But the victory was at
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